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your virtue.    The leading men still bring their bullion to
your mint, to receive the stamp of their intrinsic value, that
they may afterwards hope to pass with human-kind.   They
rise and fall in the variety of revolutions, and are sometimes
great, and therefore wise in men's opinions, who must court
them for their interest.    But the reputation of their parts
most commonly follows their success ;   few of them are
wise, but as they are in power; because indeed, they have no
sphere of their own, but, like the moon in the Copernican
system of the world, are whirled about by the motion of a
greater planet.   This it is to be ever busy ; neither to give
rest to their fellow-creatures, nor, which is more wretchedly
ridiculous, to themselves ; though, truly, the latter is a kind
of justice, and giving mankind a due revenge, that they will
not permit their own hearts to be at quiet, who disturb the
repose of all beside them.   Ambitious meteors ! how willing
they are to set themselves upon the wing, and taking every
occasion of drawing upward to the sun, not considering that
they have no more time allowed them for their mounting,
than the short revolution of a day ; and that when the light
goes from them, they are of necessity to fall.    How much
happier is he, (and who he is I need not say, for there is but
one phoenix in an age,) who, centring on himself, remains
immovable, and smiles at the madness of the dance about
him ? he possesses the midst, which is the portion of safety
and content.   He will not be higher, because he needs it
not; but by the prudence of that choice, he puts it out of
fortune's power to throw him down.   It is confessed, that if
he had not so been born, he might have been too high for
happiness ; but not endeavouring to ascend, he secures the
native height of his station from envy, and cannot descend
from   what he is,   because he depends not on another.
What a glorious character was this once in Rome ! I should
say, in Athens ; when, in the disturbances of a state as mad
as ours, the wise Pomponius transported all the remaining
wisdom and virtue to his  country into the sanctuary of
peace and learning.    But I would ask the world, (for you,
my lord, are too nearly concerned to judge this cause,)
whether there may not yet be found a character of a noble
Englishman, equally shining with that illustrious Roman?
Whether I need to name a second Atticus ? or whether the